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scheming. My imagination moves in broad gestures;
hers was delicate with a real dread of extravagance.
My quality is sensuous and ruled by warm impulses;
hers was discriminating and essentially inhibitory.
I like the facts of the case and to mention everything;
I like naked bodies and the jolly smells of things. She
abounded in reservations, in circumlocutions and eva-
sions, in keenly appreciated secondary points. Per-
haps the reader knows that Tintoretto in the National
Gallery, the Origin of the Milky Way. It is an admir-
able test of temperamental quality. In spite of my
early training I have come to regard that picture as
altogether delightful; to Margaret it has always been
"needlessly offensive." In that you have our funda-
mental breach. She had a habit, by no means rare,
of damning what she did not like or find sympathetic
in me on the score that it was not my "true self,'* and
she did not so much accept the universe as select from
it and do her best to ignore the rest. And also I had
far more initiative than had she. This is no catalogue
of rights and wrongs, or superiorities and inferiorities;
it is a catalogue of differences between two people
linked in a relationship that constantly becomes more
intolerant of differences.

This is how we stood to each other, and none of it
was clear to either of us at the outset. To begin with,
I found myself reserving myself from her, then slowly
apprehending a jarring between our minds and what
seemed to me at first a queer little habit of misunder-
standing in her. . . .

It did not hinder my being very fond of her. . . .

Where our system of reservation became at once
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